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PREFACE 


The verses published in this collection were 
■^vritten from Easter 1916 to August 1917. 

According to the method adopted in our 
previous volumes the translations merely 
aim at giving a somewhat rhythmic ren- 
dering of the French free verse without any 
attempt at regularity. 

Most of the following poems appeared in 
Land and Water others in the Observer, 
Daily Telegraph, the Fortnightly Review, 
tho ' Yale Review, and Country Life. We 
wish to thank the editors of these pubhea- 
tions for their kindness in allowing us to 
reprint them here. 
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L’AIEULE 

[DtnlCACFj 

Depuis que je vis <le souvtmrs, 

Ton image ne me qmtte pas 
Je devuie ton ^tcrnel sourirc, 

J’cntends le bruit cliancelant dc tcs pas 
Je tcvois, sur 1ft dossier du fautcuil. 

Ton visage creus6 de tides, 

Et, reposant sur ta robe de deuil, 

Tes vieiUes mams, Ksses et vides 

Tes doigts trop faibles pour Incotcr, 

Tes yeux V agues et incertams, 

Tes gestes d’accucil et de bonte, 

Toute 1’ eloquence menue et lunide 
Dc ton cccur trop plcin 
Et de tes mams lasses et vides 

Et, dans le silence de la salle, 

Quand tu te crois seule, 

Ta pnfere pieuse et banale, 

Toumant et toumant, comme unc meule, 
Et broyant ton espoir si fin 
Que le sort le plus ande 



THE GRANDMOTHER 


[dedication] 

Since I live on memories. 

Your image is with me everywhere ; 

I feel your never-failing smile, 

I hear your steps’ unsteady sound, 

I see your dear old furrowed face 
Against the arm-chair back, 

And, resting on your mourning dress. 

Your old, tired, empty hands. . . . 

Your fingers too weak for laiilting. 

Your eyes misty and dim, 

Your movements of greeting and kindness, 
All the shy and timid eloquence 
Of your full, overflowing heart 
And your old tired, empty hands. . . . 

And, in the stillness of the room, 

Yflien you believe yourself alone, 

That old and hackneyed prayer, 

Turning and turning like a mill, 

Grinding your hope so fine 
That even the hardest hearted fate 

11 



12 MeSSINES AVD OrtTER PoESlS 

Ne peut s’emp^jcr d’cn lajsser qucJques grains 
Entre tes mams lasses et vides 

O, !es vicilles, les chores \icilles qni n'oscnt 
pas parlcr, 

Qm se rongent, dans leur com, la tttc sur Ic 
c6t^, 

En songeant k ceu^ qu’elles ont aTJ party 
Et qui tardent tant & rc\ emr 1 
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Must surely drop some kindly grains 
Into your tired, empty hands. . . . 

Oh, the aged, the dear aged, who dare not 
speak, 

\VIio fret in their comer with head on one 
side, 

Thinlcing of those they saw depart, 

"VlTio are so long in coming back again ! 



EPITAPIIE 


A ts m^ino re du lefB^nt Bouner toA dertnt Dsiinttie 

i 1 &;« de 23 5M, »luT» qu d porU t ieeonri d unde •«< «»m*r*d« 
etuievrU loui 1»« niuife* da Ka <^bri 

It n «t (MW mort 
It est parti 

II a forc^ la potte de sa mc 
II a franclit 

D un bond te seuil de son sort 
II n cst pas mort 
It cst sorti 

D un raonde qui eta it trop petit pour Ku 

Couvtra le tambour d im vode noir 
Couviez son corps 
Du drapcau de la Victoire 

II n a pas eu commc d nutres la patience 

D attendre jusqu au bout 

II n a pas cu comme d auttes la prudence 

De boire Ji petits coups 

11 n est pas mort 

11 cst parti 

11 a vidi sa coupe jusqu & la lie 
11 a franctn 

14 



EPITAPH 


To the Memory o£ Sergeaut Jacques Bouvier, aged 23, killed at 
Dixmudo, whilo rolioving a comrade buried under his dug-out, in 
an advanced post. 

He is not dead. 

He has gone away. 

He has forced the gate of his life. 

He has crossed at one bound 
The threshold of his fate. 

He is not dead. 

He has gone away 

From a world which was much too small for him. 

Cover the drum with a black veil. 

Cover his body 
With Victory’s flag. 

He had not the patience, as others have, 

To wait until the end. 

He had not the wisdom, as others have, 

To drink by little sips. 

He is not dead. 

He has gone away. 

He has emptied his cup to the very dregs. 

He has crossed at one bound 

15 



16 Mrasivts and OxurR Pobui 

D’un bond, Ic seutl de son sort 

11 ft fftU, d’un gcsU, tout cc qu’il ft\Bil k hm, 

11 a dit, d’un mot, tout ce qu’il rs ait k dire , 

11 ft Iivt 6 sa guerre 
Et souffert son mattjit 

BatlM le tandiour A pctits couj»« las , 
Porlci son corjis 
A pctits pas 

11 n’est pas mort, 

Mais nous moujTons 

Cliaque fojs que nous songcrons It lui 

Et que nous nous souviendrons 

Que nous ne Tavons pas suis i 

II n’est pas mart, 

Mais nous vivions 
Bien d« jours ct bicn des nmts 
Sans jsmais voir la porte d’or 
tiui 8’est omerte devant lui 

Plantez une croix sur son tombeau— 

11 n est pas mort— - 
Gmvez son nom, son num^^o, 
tuez sur son corps 
La sahe des Wros 1 
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The threshold of his fate. 

He did in one movement all he had to do ; 
He said in one word all he had to say ; 

He has fought his fight 
And suffered his martyrdom. 


Beat the drum with mufUed taps ; 

Bear his body 

With shoitened steps. 


He is not dead,- 

But we shall die 

Each time we think of him, 

And we remember 
That we remain behind. 

He is not dead, 

But we shall live 
Itlahy days and many nights 
Without seeing the golden gates 
Which have opened wide to him. 


Plant a cross upon his tomb — 

He is not dead — 

Engrave his number and Ms name. 
And fire, o’er Ms body, 

The heroes’ last salute ! 



LE DERNIER CROISE 


Paqufs, lOlC 

(Aprf* U prcmiire lUUiUo de Gaa) 

Tomjiy \cille au pied du CaKaire, 

La bnse souffle dc S\ ne, 

— ^Depuis combien de temps ont ils scelK la 
pierrc ^ — 

Tommj veille, Tomm^ pne, 

Dans la nuit brune, sur la terre brune, Tornm} 
Brun khalu 

A\ez vous vu briller sa bajonette 
Au clair de lune ? 

La croix aigue de sa bajonette 
Claire au clair de lune ’ 

^Depuis combien de temps L’ont ils enferme 
lit— 

Tommy courbe la tete. 

Son ame i ciUe, son corps est las 

^’attend il, brun dans la nuit bnme 
Sous la bnse sjTienne ? 

Qu’attend il, au pied de la croix, 

^us le croissant de la lune ? 

Est c^ue ses frires resnennent 
18 



THE LAST CRUSADER 


Easter, 1916 
(After the first Battle of Gaza) 

watcltes at the foot of Calvary, 

Tire breeze blows from the Sja-ian plain, 

— ^How long is it since they have set the seals ? — 
Tommy watches, Tommy prays, 

In the browm night, on the brown earth 
Brown Tommy in khald. . . . 

Did you see his bayonet gleam 
In the moonlight ? 

The sharp cross of his bayonet gleam 
Bright in the moonlight ? 

— ^How long is it since they have laid Him 
there ? — 

Tommy bows his head. 

His soul watches, but weary are his limbs. 

Wliat is he waiting ' for, brown in the b^o^vn 
night, 

In the Syrian breeze ? 

What is he waiting for, at the foot of the Cross, 
Beneath the crescent moon ? 

Is it for his brothers’ return — 

19 
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Richard* Robert, Loms, et Godefroid ? 

Oepuis ccrmbien de temps L’ont ils enfenoi 

li?— 

Le sipulcre est tout proche oil ils font enterr^, 
Et le jardm de Joseph d’Aiiinathie 
Sous la lune en croissant, Chnst cst lessusciU 
Et sa cToix btdle 

Entre les mams calleuses du dermer Croisf, 

Entre les mams calleuses et hrunes 
D’un ouviier 

— E>t ce le voile de Madeleine qiii flotte dans la 
brume ? — 

Tommy dcoute une cloche qui tinte, 

Tinte, tmte dans son village 
C’est Paques ici et Paques Pi bas 
IjU lune soudaui s’ est 6temte 
■Derfi^re un nuage 

— ^Depuis combien de temps font ils eiifcrm6 14 ’ 
Ditcs, Richard Robert, Louis, et Godtfroid ^ — 
La null sc passe et I’aube pomte, 

Les merles sifilent dans les haies d’EIstree 
Tommy vedle. Tommy r6ve. Tommy prie 
La bnse soiiffle de Syne 

~-]3epuis combien de temps ont ils scelle la 
pierre ? — 

Rites le nous, Tortimj , au pied du Cal\ aire 
^lats To^my ne tdpond pas, Tommy pne, 

Dans la ij^t rose, sut la tetre mauve. Tommy 
Brunkha^ 
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Richard, Robert, Louis and Godfrey ? 

— How long is it since they laid Him there ?~— 

The sepulchre is near to which they carried Hed, 
And the Garden of Joseph of Arimathea. 
Beneath the crescent moon, Chiist has risen again 
And His Cross gleams 
In the horny hands of the last Crusader, 

In the brown, horny hands 
Of a workman. 

— ^Is it Magdalen’s cloak which flutters in the 
mist ? — 

Tommy hears a church bell chiming. 

Chiming, chiming in his village. 

It is Easter here and Easter there. 

Beldnd the clouds. 

The moon has disappeared. 

— How long is it since they laid Him there ? 

Say Richard, Robert, Louis, and Godfrey ? — 
The night is passing, the dawn breaks, 

In Elstree a blackbird whistles in a hedge. 
Tommy watches. Tommy dreams, Tommy pmys. 
The breeze blows from the Syrian plains. 

— ^How long is it since thej’^ set the seals ? — 

Tell us. Tommy, at the foot of Calvary . . . 

But Tommy does not answer, Tommy prays, 

In the pink dawn, on the purple earth. 

Brown Tommy in kliaki. 



DANS LES COTSWOLDS 


Mat, 1916 

A nCGII BIVIEllE 

O l’eternite Buguste de la terre 1 

Combien de pnntemps, combien d’itfe, 
Combien d’automnes, combien d’hivers, 

Se sent mlassablement succ^d^ 

Sur CCS sommets austires ? 

Les Saxons ont passd par 

Et les Romams et leurs “ castra," 

Les Nonnands et les CaA aliers, 

Par CCS memes routes, ccs mSmes sentiers 
Que nous foulons d’un pied distrait , 

El la pluie cinglait leur poitnne, 

Et le sent fnuettait leur visage, 

Tandis qu’ils arpcntaient ces mfemes collincs 
Et que, couronn6es d une guirlande de 
images, 

Suigissaient au lorn les cretes 4br£cbics 
Des montagnes gatloises, 

Et que bnllait, comme un dclair. 



THE COTSWOLDS 


May, 1916 

TO HUGH KIVIEUE 

O WONDEEEUL etemity of earth ! 

How many springs, how many summers, 
How many autumns, how many winters, 
Have followed each other untiringly 
Upon these stern hill-tops ? 

The Saxons passed by here. 

And the Homans with their ‘‘'castra, '' 

The Normans and the merry Cavaliers, 

By these same roads, these self-same paths 
We follow now wth careless feet ; 

And the rain lashed their breasts. 

And the wind whipped their faces, 

Wliile they climbed these same hills. 

And while, crowned with a wreath of 
clouds, 

Rose the distant jagged crests 
Of the Welsh mountain ranges. 

And while, in its mudd}'^ bed, 

28 



24 MESS1^RS AND OtHEB PoESt-^ 

Entre ses n\es t’e vase. 

La Severn, au fund de son large estuaire 

O I’dtcrniti auguste de la terre I 

C’est un DimancJie dc Slai 
Pans la plauje, 
iics ighses tintcnt leur pn^e 
C’est un beau matm de 3Iai 
La tour de Gloucester ^grame 
Le chapclet de ses notes claires , 

Ellc trOne comme line reine 
Sur son clie\ et, 

Et nitcombe et Eirdlip et Cheltenhani, li 
S’^vedlent, tour h tour. 

Pour lui faire la cour , 

Et les oiseaux, autour de inoi, 

— ^Merles, pjnsons, aloucttes, — 

Et les ruisscaux et tou tes les fleurs, 

— Pnmevires, jacuithes, violettcs,—- 
Et la bnse & travers le bois 
Rfpondent en chceor 
A r4cho de sa voix 

O Vhuraihti touchante de Thomnie, 

Tout ce que nous voudnom 6tre et le pea qnr 
nous sommes, 

Et le calme in,\ mcible de ce jour de printemps, 
Et la force obstm^e et le dur entetement 
De cette vie qm continue quand meme, 
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The flashing Severn gleamed 
Between its -radening banks. 

O wonderjful eternity of earth 1 

It is a clear Jlay Sundaj’’. On the plain 
The churches ring their prayers, 

A beautiful May morning. 

Gloucester Tower tells its beads 
In clear firm notes ; 

It rises o’er its nave 
Like a queen entlironed, 

And Witcombe and Birdlip and Cheltenham, 
down there, 

Awaken one by one 
To pay her their court ; 

Aird the birds around me, 

— ^Thrushes, finches, larks, — 

And the streams and all tlie flowers, 

— Primroses, bluebells, violets, — 

And the breeze across the woods 
Answer in chorus 
To the echo of her voice. 

0 touching hunaility of man, 

All that we would be and the little we are, 

And the o’erwhelming calm of this spring 
day. 

And the obstinate force, hard stubbornness 
Of this life, continuing all the same 
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Comitie SI de ncn n’itait, 

A\ec tous ses vieux th&mes, 

Ses vieux espoirs, ses \ leiUes rtus^rcs, 
Et la superbe insolence 
De son mconscience 


0 r^temit^ auguste de la terre I 
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As if naught were happening, 
With all its , old themes, 

Old hopes, old miseries. 

And the superb insolence 
Of its unconsciousness. . . . 


O wonderful eternity of earth ! 



LES JACINTHES 


JioJ, 1916 

Le ciel est tomb6 par terre I 

II y en a taut 

Sous les bouleaux blanks. 

Taut sous les Irenes gtis, 

Qu’on ne voit plus le \ert des tiges 
11 j en a tant et tant et tant — 
Frisson d'amour, prmtemps fieuri — 
Que le vcrtige 
Vous saisit 

11 j en a tant qu’on ne peut plus 

Marcher sans marcher dessus 

U V en a tant qui dansent 

Et qui nent 

Qu’on ne salt phis 

Oi le cicl commence 

Et ou la terre finit 

Le ciel est tombd par terre I 

n fait SI bleu 
Sous les frSnes gns, 

ss 



THE BLUEBELLS 


May, 1916 

The sky has fallen upon the grounc 

There are so many 
’Neath the birches trlute, 

So many ’neath the ash-trees grey, 
Tiiat we cannot see the stalks of green. 
There are so many, many, many — 
Quiver of love, spring-time flowers — 
That you are overcome 
With dizziness. 

There are so many, we cannot walk 
A step 'without treading upon them. 

So many that dance 

And that laugh 

That we cannot tell 

Where the sky begins 

And where the earth doth end. 

The sky has fallen upon the ground ! 

It is so blue 

Beneath the ash-trees grey, 

29 
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n fait SI bleu sous les grands hfitres — 
Frisson d’amour, pnntemps fleuxi^ 
Qu’on croirait etre 
Paradis 

II fait plus bleu que les crevasses 
De la Mer de Glace , 

Plus bleu que les lacs d’ltalie. 

Plus bleu que les yeux 
Des Bienheureux 

Un homme est tomb^ par terre 1 

H est couch^ 

Parmi les jacinthes, les bras cn croix , 

Son kepi a toulC 

A quelques pas de 

II a un petit trou rond 

Au milieu du front 

II dort d'un profond soromeil 

Et sa tcte, sur la mousse 

Dans son aurSole rousse, 

Euit comme un soleil 
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It is so blue beneath the great beech-trees 
Quiver of love, spring-time flowers — 
You’d think yourself 
In Paradise. 

It is bluer than a crevasse 
Of an Alpine glacier ; 

Bluer than Italian lakes, 

Bluer than the eyes 
Of the Blessed. . . . 

A man has fallen upon the ground ! 

He lies among the bluebells 
And his arms form a cross ; 

His cap has rolled 
Some steps away. 

There is a small round hole 
In the middle of his brow. 

He sleeps a deep, deep sleep. 

Ai\d his head, on the moss, 

With its red aureole. 

Gleams like a sun. . . , 





VERT>\5S 


JuilUl lOlfi 

neige saupoudre Ics collines, 
glace frange les ruisseaux, 

} bois clfcoupcnt Icurs ombres fines 
Vert des sapins, bnia des bouleatix^ 

La Terre dort sous un ciel sourtl. 

La Meuse 

J^oire murmure unc berceuse 
Lt Verdun tient toujours 

Avrd sourit sur les collines. 

La crue gonfle les ruisseanT, 

Les buissons chantent, les bois s'anJnaent ■ 
Noir des sapms, jaunc des bouleaux — 

La Terre lait un reve d’amoux, 

La Meuse 

Bleue roule ses eaux funeaises 
Et Verdun tient toujours 

Le soled monde les collines, 

Les pres en Geurs et les ruisseaux , 

Sous la feulllfc, I’abeille buhoe — 

Vert des sapins, vert des bouleaux — 

82 



VERDUN 


Jidy, 1916 

The snow is powdering the hills, 

The ice fringes the streams, 

The trees show every delicate branch — 
Green of hr and bro\vn of birch — 

The Earth sleeps rmder a deaf sky. 

The black Meuse 
Murmms a lullaby . . . 

And Verdun still holds out. 

Apr'l smiles upon the lulls, 

The thaw sw'ells the streams. 

The bushes sing, the woods awake — 
Black of fir and birches gold — 

The Earth dreams a dream of love, 

The blue Meuse 

Rolls its waters wild . . . 

And Verdun still holds out. 

The sunshine floods the hills, 

The fields in flower, and the streams ; 
Under the trees the bees hum loud — 
•Green of fir and birches green — 
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La Tcne se pame au bras du Jour, 

La Meuse 

Oajte d6nele ses boudes langoureuses 
Et Verdun Lent toujours 

Luti tst loTob^e, Kolom^T, 

Asiago et Posina — 

La lerte mange ses couquerants — 

La Boisselle tonvbe et ^tontauban, 
Dotnpierre tombe et Becqumcourt — 
Tandis que, 14 bas, !a 'Meuse 
Rouge berce ses eaux trompeuses 
Mats Verdun tient toujours 1 
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The Earth lies faint in the arms of Day, 

The clear Meuse 

Combs her winding curls . . . 

And Vei’dup, still holds out. 

Lutz is fallen and Kolomea, 

Asiago and Posina — 

The Earth eats up her conquerors — 

La Boisselle falls and Montauban, 
Dompierre falls and Becquincourt — 
While, below there, the red Meuse 
Rocks her treacherous waves , . . 

But Verdun still holds out. 



ILI-USIONS 


AoOiiy 1916 

Le cb'it s'aiguise les grittes au tionc du vieux 
pommier, 

V5ne pomiofc \ erte tombe sar la gaton , 

Rien ne \ aut un cKir matin 
Pour se cr^er des illusions 


De gros nuages Wanes, pat dessus les sapins, 
Dressent leurs cimes neigeuses , 

Du lingft, sut une corde, au bout du jardin. 
Bat de Vaile dans la btise iieuse 


Les figues munssent centre le mur, 
liCs loses escaladent le s leux colombicr , 

La haut, un avion passe & folle allure, 

Les lurondeUes virent autour de la cheminie 

Et, SUT Vherbe, une petite fille — 

Babe me, p&tasol Wane, 

Boucles ceadjees et mollcts bruns— sautdie 
Autour d’une \ oiture d’ enfant 



ILLUSIONS 


Atigiist, 1916 

The cat is sharpening her claws on the trunk of 
an old apple-tree, 

An apple falls upon the grass ; 

There is nothing like a bright summer morning 
For dreaming idle dreams. 

Big white clouds above the pines 
Raise their snowy crests ; 

Some linen on a line down the garden 
Flaps its wings in the laughing breeze. 

The figs are ripening on the wall. 

The roses climb up the old dovecot ; 

Above, an aeroplane flies madly by, 

The swallows dip and swirl around the chimney- 
pots. 

And on the grass a little girl — 

Fink dress, white parasol. 

Brown curls, and sunburnt legs — 

Hops around a baby-carriage. 

37 
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Lc chien happe line otoucIip pos^ stir Vin 
museau, 

L’enfant nt aux ^lats, la tete renversee , 

Be la fenetre, ime voix de femme lui fait iclio 
Tout est paisilile, en cc mOnde, tout est bon 1 
Rien ne i aut nraimcnt un clair matm d’i te 
Pour se cr^er dei, illusion ^ ' 
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The dog snaps at a fly upon his nose. 

The child laughs loud, with head thrown back ; 
Prom the window a woman’s voice answers it. 
All is peaceful in this world, ever3i;hing is 
good! . . . 

There is surely nothing like a bright summer 
morning 

For dreaming idle ^earhs ! 



BERCEUSE DE GUERRE 

Aout, 1916 

(Chants ) Dodo, Venfani do, 
Vcnfant dormira tanldt 


Le feu s’dteint, le vent g4mit, 

La pluie cingle la fenStre 
Vente t il, pleut il U bas ausst ? 
Gr&le t il, tonne t il pent etre ? 

Dado, Venfant do 

Est il bien ? 

A-t il chaud ? 

Ne xnanque t il de nen ? 

A t jl ce qu’il lui faut ? 

Ses gants, son gilet, ees allumettes, 
Et, dans sa pocbe, centre son cceur, 
Ma derm^te lettre 
Et sa ferveur f 

Venfant dormira icntdl 
40 



A WAR LULLABY 


August, 1916 

Sleep, sleep, baby, sleep. 

Baby soon will be asleep. 

The fire dwindles and the wind moans, 
The rain lashes the window-panes . . . 
Is it blowing and raining there ? 
Hailing or thundering perhaps ? 


Sleep, sleep, baby, sleep . • . 

Is he well ? 

Is he warm ? 

Is he lacking naught ? 

Has he all he wants ? 

His coat, his matches, and his gloves, 
And, in his pocket, next his heart. 

My last letter 
And all its love. 

Baby soon will be asleep . . . 

41 
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La lampe baisse, le feu s’^temt 
n va fallojr se mettre au ht 
L’enfant tenne ses petits poings 
Mon grand enfant dort il aussi ? 

Doit il paisiblcraent avant la bataiHe ’ 
Court il, comme un fou 
Sous la mitiBille ? 

0« bjen git d dans quelque trou, 

La bouche ouverte et les yeux cIos t 

Z?ac/o lenfaiUdo 

L’enfant g&mt le vent gonfle les ndeaux. 
La m^e chaibonne 
L'enfant se toume dans son berceau 
La pluie se tait la nmt fnssomve 
n fait tmte a faire peur 

X. tnfanX dormira ianiit 

De la fureur des Bodies delivrez nous 
Sejgneur ! 
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Tlic laiHp bums ioM*, the fire divindles. 

Wc shall have to go to bed. 

Tlic child is clasping its ivee fists. . . , 

Ts my big child sleeping too ? 

Sleeping peacefully before the battle ? 

Is he running madly 
Through the shells ? 

Or is he lying in some hole, 

With open mouth and with closed eyes ? 

Sleep, sleep, baby, sleep . . . 

The child moans and the wind swells the curtRin.s, 
Tlic ivick sputters. 

Tlic child turns in its cot, 

The rain ceases, the night shivers. 

The sadness of it is fearful. . . . 

Baby soon will be asleep. . . . 

From the Germans’ fury 
Deliver us, 0 God ! 



L’YSER 


Orfobrc, 1916 

Pont la denu^me »niUY>T»avje de !» bnUille da 1 Yaet 

Ce qu’il ^teit ? Un clait ruisseau 
Courant cn lacets & travers les prairies, 

Entte les grasses fermes et Ics maigres hameaux 
Dont les toils rouges bidlaient au soleil dr midi, 
Un ruban d’eau ^’lve enguirlandant la pKme 
De la gtice f&onde des vaches aux pis louids 
Et de ]a chanson fervenle et some 
Des coqs sur les funuers et des cloches sur les 
tours 

Ce qu’d est ? 

Un marais 

D'od surgissent quelques mines, 

Un marais pourri de vemune, 

Accablfe de silence, 

Od la Mort pSche K coups de lance 

Ce qu’d sera, ce qu’d sera, mes fibres ? 

Le Nil de nos splendeurs, le Tibre de notre gloire, 
Le Jourdain de notre espou, 
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THE YSER 


October, 1916 

For the second anniverBnry oi the Battle of the Yser 

WaiVT was it once ? A bright, clear stream 
W-nding its way tlxrough spreading fields, 
Between large farms, small villages, 

Whose red roofs gleamed in the midday sun ; 

A ribbon of living water engarlanding the plain, 
With the fertile grace of heavy-uddered cows. 
And the healthful, fervent song 
Of the cocks upon the dung-heaps 
And the bells within the towers. 

What is it now ? 

A swamp 

Out of which rise some ruins, 

A vermin-haunted sw'amp. 

Oppressed with silence, 

"V^ere Death goes fislring with his spear. 

What will it be, what •will it be, my brothers ? 
The Nile of our splendour, the Tiber of our fame, 
The Jordan of our hope, 
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L’eau lustrale de nofcre tPire, 

Ii’ultune wnctu&ire 

Ou nous viendtons en longs p^Iermagcs, 

Comme les b^tes & rBbrcu\ou, 

Comme les bergers et les mages, 

Asptfer h longs traits la pi^ti des souvenirs 
Et purger nos cceurs de toute aigrcur, de tout 
d^ir 

Qm pouirait porter ombrage 
A ceux dont les mams bl&mes 
Ont purific nos fronts du sang de lear baptemr 
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The lustral waters of our land. 

The Holy sanctuary 

Wiiere we will come upon long pilgrimage 
Like cattle to the drinking-troughs, 

Like the Shepherds and the ICings, 

To drink long draughts of sacred memory. 

To purge our hearts of every bitterness. 

Every desire, which could cloud the souls 
Of those whose pale cold hands have purified 
our brows 

With the blood of baptism. 



LA BRABANCONNE 

Novembrej 1916 

Lm dcpotU* entMsi* dsas des vagow fc bestiaoTi eipo*4* i 
toutrea Ira mtamp^ne*, dojia ub ftat pitoyaWe lU^grf 

la Itoid et las pnTttioM lour moral rrateit m^tiaolaWe at, lom 
do ao la«8or abattro pM cetta noureUo lorma d opprsaaiou, il» 
partaient tn tbuitant dci patnoti^nc^ ^ 

“ Apris des sxicles d'esclavage ” 

— Ecoute, maman, un tram qm passe 
Je ti’ai jamais eateadu chapter 

Des gens qm avaient I'air moms gai 
Leurs Ifevres tremblent, leur voix se casse 
Que va t on faire de ces gens li 1 
Pouiquoi s’lls chantent ne nent ds pas ? 

Viens voir, maman, le tram qui passe 

— Fetme done la fenHre, mon petit, 

L‘air de Novembre me transit 

\ 

— On les a parqu4s comme des betes, 

Ils sont sen& comme des harengs 

Dr6Ie d’id6e qu’ds ont de chanter i tue tite 
Malgrfe la plme, malgr^ le \ ent I 
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LA BEABAJJ^CONNE 

A 

November, 1916 


*‘Tho men, crowded in open truclcs, exposed to wind and weather, 
,wcro in a most miserablo condition. Their moraly m spite of cold 
and privation, was not shahen and, even while suffering this new 
form of oppression, they went away singing patriotic songs.’^ 

(Extract from the official protest of the Belgian Oovcmmcnl) 


“ Apres des siddes d’esdnvage . . 

“ Come, mother, hear the long train pass. . . . 
I never heard men sing 
Wlio seemed less glad. 

Their lips tremble, their voices break. 

What are they doing with those men ? 

Why do they sing, yet do not laugh ? 

Come, mother, see the long train pass. . . 

“ Close the window, little one, 

The raw November air strikes cold.” 

“ They have shut them in like beasts. 

Packed them tight like herrings. 

How strange that they should sing so loud 
In spite of rain, in spite of wind ! 
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Leurs )oues sont pales et leurs > eux btiUcnt 
JIalgr6 le fmd, malgrd la pluie 
On les a parqu^s comme ties betes 

— Mon fils, se sont des ouvners 
Quj vont tmvaiUer aux rfmntieni 

— Et ccux li qui levent la main 
Comme pour un dewner adieu ’ 

Et celui*ci qui rouge un crouton de pam 
Et Tautre qui se cache Jes 'veiix ? 

Oh, maman je les reconnais 
Que leur \eut on et qu’ont ils fait 
N’cst'ce ]ias, dis moi, ee n'cst pas eu\ 

Qut Invent la mam ^ 

— Mon fils, je ne puis te le cachcr 
Ce sont tes frferes qu’ils ont emmen^ 


' Ajpris dot stccUs d'esclaiage 
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Their cheeks are pale and their eyes gleam 
In spite of cold, in spite of rain. 

They have shut them in like beasts. . . 

“ These are working men, my boy, 

Going to work in the building-yards.” 

“ And those who raise their hands, 

As if for a last farewell ? 

And he who gnaws a crust of bread, 

And that other who hides his eyes ? 

Oh, mother, surely I know them now. . . . 

What do they want with them, what have they 
done ? 

Tell me, tell me, it is not they 
Who raise their hands ? ” 

“ My son, I caimot hide the truth. 

They have ta’en yom brothers away. . . .” 


“ Aprds des sUdes d'esdavage . . .” 



V EMIU: 'VTmiAKRKX 
Dfc^hrr, nifi 

Noes hn crons im tombean 
Que n\ Ic temps 
Nc po\im\ cnlamer, 

Ou rfsonnem solcnnclkment 
Lc tnompliant who 
I)c son % ers cadened 

Ce sera dans mi champ U has, swr ri.«5»ut 
I ouettd par lc vent, 

Battu par la marfe, 

Derrdre unc digue oh sdencienscmMit 
Glisscfont Ics bateaux 
Sur le ciel tourmentd 

t'c'.l la que nous le pLantrrons 
A 1 henre da grand retour. 

Non pas comme unc pictrc lounle et sldnlc, 

Mais comme on nrbre puissant ct fdcoad 

Dont I'ombre Idgdrc ct mobile 

Egrine la luimfcre du jour 

Non pas comme un marbre calnie ct froid 

Jetd sur un trou vide, 

Mais comme un atbre d’dcorcc et dc boia 
52 



TO EMILE VERHAEREN 


‘ Becemher, 1916 

We %vill raise him a tomb 
Which neither age nor time 
Can ever touch, 

Where solemnly ^vill sound 
The echo triumphing 
Of his rhythmic verse. 

It AvUl be in a field, there, on the Scheldt. 
Lashed by the wind. 

Beaten by the tide, 

Behind a dyke where silently 
The ships glide 
Against a stormy sky. 

’Tis there where we will plant it, 

At the horn of the great return. 

Not like a heavy barren stone. 

But like a mighty fertile tree 
Wliose delicate waving shadow 
Sifts the light of day ; 

Not like marble, calm and cold. 

Placed o’er an empty pit. 

But like a tree of bark and wood 
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Ou 1» VIC BJrfcfltc ct 1ft jnjc A> jtJe 
Circulent jusqu'ftu bowl tics 
Cottime AU bout (IVutont tic doi^rtft » 
Non p»s comme un luonumrnl dr dciuV 
MftH cottiiTie un mbre bnu'i'i.uit de \ u 
CluiTgt tie rftves, 

Gont Ics nuuncs 6’abrn^^ mt vuis 
ettur ittctnc du 
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Where ardent life and greedy joy 
Pulse to its every leaf 
As to so many finger-tips ; 

Not like a mourning monument. 

But like a tree rustling •with life 
And full of dreams, 

Whose roots drink on unceasingly 
From the country’s very heart. 



LE SOLILOQUE DU DEPORTE 

Dkanbre, 19t6 

U> CouTemement Iwlge * retn n»e rappof** 

t^moiguAgcs proovenl \ tvidenw qao lc« citil> be^ge®# 

U Tfioe des •no'es sent Io^«^8 do trsvMjler pour J «»n«nl, »on» 
lo feu der»rtaiened(si Allies tocertuin nombw d ei»tt'ei» out 

/tt w^s et blesjii's dans eea cooditiona 

Le dos craque, le \ cntre g^mit 
Je DC bt-che plus tant pis 1 
Je n*6lfeverfti pis un rempatt protecteur 
Contte mes fr^ts 

Je nc soulfever&i pas Je sol du pa)'S 

Contre ses bb^rateius 

Je n’ofTenserai plus notre cominuiie na^re, 

Je ne lutterai plus contre inoi tnfeme, 

Sles nmins ne tnhiront plus mon ccEur 
Je m’attranclurai de cct anath^me 
De fange et de sueur 1 


Ah I tu cognes, gedher, tu cnes 
SefiJceinkund ' Vorwaeris * — tant pis 1 
Adnenne que pourra, 

Je me croisprai les bras 
Je ne blesserai plus ma patne 
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THE DEPORTEE’S SOLILOQUY 

December, 1916 

The Belgian Government has received several reports and author- 
ized testimonies vrhioh prove conclusively that Belgian cmlians, 
in the army zone, are forced to vrork for the enemy exposed 
to the fire of the artillery of the Allies. A certain number of them 
have been killed and ■wounded under these conditions. 


The back is breaking, the body groans. 

I’ll dig no more . . . %vhat matter ! 

No more I’ll rear protecting walls 
Against my brother. 

No more I’ll raise my country’s earth 
Against her liberators. 

No more will I offend our common mother. 
No more I’ll fight against mj^self, 

No more my hands betray my heart. 

I’ll free my soul from ’neath tliis curse 
Of mire and sweat t . . . 


Oh ! you strike, gaoler, and you cry ; 

“ Schweinlmnd ! Vorwaerts ! ” — ^^vhat mattter ? 
Come what come may, 

I’ll fold my arms ; 

No more I’ll wound my country’s heart 
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Du ttanchant de ma pelle, 

Je ufc percerai plus son sem matemel 
De h pointe de ma pioche, 

Et je bnx!>erai, la barbe des Boches, 

Cette terre qu’ils, m’ont fait ptofaner, 

Et je la pnerai, ^ genoux, 

Soui leuis Coups, 

De me pardonner jna lachetfe 

Des menaces, encore 1 Arretc 1 
N'entends tu pas les obus chanter ^ 
line mam plus puissante que la tienne s’appK 4 c 
A nous frapper 

Gare & la casse I C'est nous qui paierons, 

Toi tt raoi, esclave et ge61ier, 

Urns entin dans le m&rac danger 
Mars ce tonnerrc de fer et de plomb 
Qui te £ait pahr 
Exalte mon courage, 

Et j'appelle & grands ctis Torage 
Qui finira mon martyre 

Au drable le travad, jetez \ os outrls • 

A genoux, 

A genoux, mes arms, 

Mams jomtes, sous nos coups 1 

Trop long trop court nous j ^ oila ’ 

Lts tortionnaires sont au suppiice 

Vivc la Bdgique I Vive le Roi ! 

la tranchfe est rouge du sang du sacnfict ’ 
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With the harsh Wows of my spade, 

No more I’ll pierce her mother-breast 
With the sharp point of my pick. 

And, before the Boche’s eyes, I’ll kiss 
That earth they caused me to profane, 

And ’neath their blows, on bended knees. 

I’ll beg her 

My cowardice to pardon me. . . . 

What ! still more threats ? Stop 1 Stop I 
Do you not hear the shrill shells singing ? 

A stronger hand than yours draws near 
To strike us. 

Look to yourself 1 ’Tis ave shall pay, 

You and I, gaoler and slave, 

United at last in a common doom. 

But this thunder of iron and lead 
Which makes you pale 
Raises my courage liigh. 

And I call aloud to the storm 
"Which shall end my martyrdom. . . . 

To the devil vdth work ! Throw down your tools 
To your knees, my friends, 

To your knees, 

F old your hands, beneath otir blows ! 

Too far . . . too short . . . ’tis coming here ! 
The torturer is tortured now. 

Long live Belgium ! Long live the King ! 

The trench runs red with sacrifice’s blood. . . , 





LA PADC 


Diembre, 1916 

IzA lune se 16\e sur le ^^llage, 
lies haies tressaiUent dans la tiuit. 

Tout repose, lout est sages, 

Et c’est Dunanche et c’est nunuit 

Paix ? Nous J’avons, la paix veritable, 
paix de Tame cnndide et pure, 
ptnx scranc, franche, aimable, 
seule que nous putssions eoncllire 
Sans parjure 

lls Tout nos soldats chantant sous les obus, 

Ils I’ont nos marins dansant sur la mer. 

Us Tont, en plein ciel, nos chevaucJieuns de 
Tair, 

Bs Pont, sans le savoir, dans Jeur coeur ing^ftu 
Us Tout surtout, splendide et solennelle, 

Ceux qni sont inorts pour le bon combat, 

Et dont la Terre, de ses grands bras, 

Betce le xSve fmternel 

On nous offre la patx, la patx Itb&atnce ^ 

Mnvs nous Tavons d^i& 1 

«o 



PEACE 


December, 1916 

The moon is rising o’er the village, 

The hedgerows quiver in the night, 
Everything is good and restful, 

It is Sunday, it is midnight. . . . 

Peace ? We have it, the true peace, 

Peace of soul, childlike and pure, 

Peace, frank, serene and happy. 

The only peace we may conclude 
With honesty. 

Our soldiers have it, singing ’neath the shells. 
Our sailors have it, dancing on the sea, 

Our ahmen have it, as they ride the clouds. 
They have it, all unknomng in their hearts. 
And above all they have it, sound and deep, 
Those who have died for the good fight 
And whom the Earth in her great arras 
Roclts in a blessed sleep. 

They offer us peace, the liberator ? 

But we possess her now ! 
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EIlc inspire nos efforts, die guide nos pas, 

Ellc courorme nos sacnfices 

Ia Paix f Life est partout chea nous, 

Dsns ni>'» fojcrs et sur le fronts 
Dans nos pnires, notre ferveur, 

Dans le cnlme dcs clmmps, le fracas des canons^ 
Dans notre ^^Ie, dans notre honneur 

La i’aix ’ Mais e'est vous, miserables, 

Qin I’ai ez perdue. 

La paix de IMme, c \udidc, nitnablc, — 

Ft a oils nous ofirez ce i^ue \ous n'avez plus’ 

La lunc inonde le villagt, 

haics sc taisent, un chien oboie, 

Tout repose tout cst snf»c, 
nei«e brille snr Ics toits 
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She prompts our efforts, guards our steps, 

And crowns our sacrifice. 

Peace ? She is everywhere with us, 

In our homes, at the front. 

In our prayers, in our faith, 

In the calm of the field, the tm’moil of war, 

In our zeal, in our honour. 

Peace ? But ’tis you, poor wi-etehes, 

WIio have lost yorir peace. 

Peace of soul, childlike and happy, — 

And you offer us %vhat is not yours to give. 

The moon o’erflows the village, 

The hedges are still, a dog barks in the night, 
Everything is good and restful, 

Upon the roofs the snow gleams white. 



LE NOEL DU SOLDAT 
Noel, 1916 

Petit enfant qui reposes li 
Dans de pauvre langes, 

C’est pour Toi qtie je combats 
Dans le sang et dans la fange 

Petit enfant qui geinis 
Dans une humble cahute, 
C’est pour Toi que je lutte 
Sans trfeve et sans r^pit 
Petit enfant qui fnssonnes 
SuT une botte de paille, 

C’est pour Toi que r&onne 
Le signal de la bataille 
Petit enfant qui sanglottes 
De froid dans la nuit, 

C’est pour Toi que je grelotte 
Sans lacher mon fusil 

Petit enfant qui someilles, 

Ta faun apais^e, 

C’est pour Toi que je veiUe 
Au fond de ma trancli^e 
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THE SOLDIER’S CHRISTMAS CAROL 


Clirisimas, 1916 

Little Cliild lying there 
In poor swaddling-clothes, 

’Tis for Thee that I fight 
In the blood and in the mire. 

Little ChUd, wailing there. 

In a humble shed, 

’Tis for Thee that I struggle 
Without pause or rest. 

Little Cliild shivering there 
On a heap of straw, 

’Tis for Thee that resounds 
The signal for the fight. 

Little Child sobbing there 
With cold in the night, 

’Tis for Thee that I freeze 
Holding fast my gun. 

Little Child sleeping there. 

With Thy hunger stilled, 

’Tis for Thee I vigil keep 
Down mthin my trench. 
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Petit eofaat qui b^nzs 
Lcs Hois et les Bergers, 

C’est vets Toi que je me 
Au plus fort de la mfel^e 

Petit enfant qui ns, 

C’est pour Toi que je vis , 

Petit enfant qui pleures 
C’est pour Toi que je meurs 

Petit enfant, petit enfant, 

5Ion Christ f 

Souffrant, joyeux, souriant 
Ou tnste. 

Image de mon enfant qui reposes !&, 
C’est pour Toi que ]e combats ! 
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Little Child who blessed 
The Shepherds and the Kings, 
’Tis to Thee that I cry 
In the middle of the fight. 

Little Child who smiles, 

’Tis for Tliee that I live ; 

Little Child who w'eeps, 

’Tis for Thee that I die. 

Little Child, little Child, 

My Cltrist 1 

Suffering, smiling, glad or sad, 
Image of my child lying there, 
’Tis for Thee that I fight ! . . . 



LA VOK DE BRUXELEES 


Janvier, 1917 

“A^»^nlr on noa* cr*lnt, 
AU^winonilunt, 

A Bniitllen, on le ficha de nous 

Jii^ BjSineT aOtmaiid) 

Passez, passez, grands conqu&ants, 
—Plus il j en a, mieux 9a vaudra— 
SoufBez dans vos filres stridents, 
L’heuie viendra qui tout paiera 

La d^tresse frappe h notre porte, 

Mais nous ne lui ouvnrons pas, 

Votre poigne n'est pas plus forte 
Que les ■% errous de notre foi ! 

AUez a Bapaume, & P^ronne, 

— Parade Marsch, marqnez le pas — 
Bon voj age, le clairon sonne, 

Nous ne vous revertons pas I 

Si vous nous volez notre pain 
— Plus 9 a va mal, moms 9 a durera->- 
Cest que vous a\ ez grand faun. 

Cat Vheure est proche qui tout paiera 



THE VOICE OF BRUSSELS 


January, 1917 


In Namtir, they fear ns, 

In Li6ge, they hate us. 

In Brussels, they laugh at us. 

(Con/essjort o/ a German officer) 


Pass on, pass on, great conquerors, 
— ^The more there are, the better — 
Blow into your strident fifes 
The hour comes wlrich pays for all. 

Misery is knocking at our door, 

But we will not open it. 

Your fist shall not be stronger 
Than the strong bolts of our faith ! 

Go to Bapaume and to Pdronne 
— Parade-Marsch t Step out ! — 
Farewell, the trumpet sounds, 

We shall see you no more. 

If you steal our bread away 
— The worse it is, the less ’twill last — 
’Tis because you hunger too. 

The hour is near Avhich pays for all. 
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Roulftf, ToiJez dans vos longs trams. 
Nous ne \ous arr&tcrons pas, 

Plus 5a va mat, plus 9a va bien, 

Plus il y en a mieux 9a vaudra 

Condamnez, piUez, fusdlez, 

Nous ne nous lamenterons pas, 

Quand vous nous aurez tous dfportev, 
La Belgique sous ddportera 

Passez done, vninqueurs de Dinant, 
Vorreaetis ^ N’entendez vous pas 
La Mott avjde qm claque des dents 
Et le canon qui gronde 1& bas ? 

Envoi 

O Dieu de lumi^, de bont^, de justice, 
Si nous devods niourir, souviens toi 
Aceorde nous le pnx de notre sacnjice, 
L’heviie b^nie qui tout paiera 
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Roll on, roll on in your long trains, 

Be sure we shall not stop you here. 

The worse it is, the better it is. 

The more there are the merrier. 

Condemn, plunder, shoot, 

We will not lament, 

"SVlien you have deported all 
Belgium then will deport you. 

Pass on, brave victors of Dinant, 

Vonvaerts ! Do you not hear. 

Hungry Death who grinds his teeth 
And the cannons rumbling there ? 

Envoi 

0 God of light, of goodness, and of justice, 

If we must die, remember : 

Grant the price of sacrifice, 

That blessed hour which pays for all. 



LE CIEL EST CLAIR 

Fevrur, 1917 


II g^e, Ic ciel est clnir. 

La lime dicoupe sur la neige 
De longues ombres bleucs 
Les temps sont durs c’est la guerre 
Dieu nous protige 


La terre est froide comme un diamant, 
Les arbres sont raides comme des pierres, 
Fais ce que dois, et & I’mstant 
Les itoiles briilent, le cicI est clair 


Pas un souMe, pas un ert, 

Les hiboux eux-memes doivent se tairc 
Bjen nc rompt Pimplacable silence de la nuit^ 
Mais, qu’importe ? Le ciel est clair 

La ncigc craque sous mes pas 
Nous n’avons jamais mieux compns 
Lc pxix mettable de la vie, 

09 nous allions, et pourquoi 
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THE SKY IS CLEAR 

February, 1917 

It is freezing, the sky is clear, 

Upon the snow the moon 
Traces long sliadows blue. 

The times are hard : it is war. 

God be with us. 


The earth is cold as a diamond, 

The trees are stiff as stones. 

Do what you must, upon the spot. 

The stars are gleaming, the sky is clear. 


Not a breath, not a cry, 

E’en the owls are still. 

Nothing disturbs the silence of night, 
But what matter ? The sky is clear. 

The snow crackles ’neath my feet : 
Never have we better kno^vn 
How dear life is to us, 

And where we go and why. 
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I* ncige craque sous mes pas 
Nous n’avoQs jamms mieux scnti 
L’orgueuil du devoir accompli 
Et { ivrcssc du don de eoi 

bt je donnerau tous Ics pnntcmps 
Parfum& d'^gUntincs, 

Tons les toas Jes automnes enivTanJs, 
Pout la limpuhti cnsUllme 
Dc eet hiver ! 

Cest la guerre, les temps sont durs 
Le froid monl, la terre est pure 
Uteu nenis protege Ic i lel est clair 
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The snow crackles ’neath ray feet : 
Never have we better felt 
The pride of duty done. 

The joy of giving all. 

And I’d give every sprmgtime 
Perfumed %vith eglantine, 

Radiant summer, golden autunra. 
For the limpid purity 
Of this winter night ! . . . 

It is war and times are hard. 

The cold is biting, the earth is pure. 
God is -with us, the sky is clear. 



LE CREDO DU SOLDAT 

Ffmcr. 191T 

Je crois en mon pays, 

Je crois en inon docker, 

Je crois en ce bnn d’herbe qui pousse svtr nion 
abn, 

Je crois en la jeunesse, je crois en la beauti 


Le vent qm passe, j’y crois, 
Et le nuage au ciel, 

Et Toiseau dans les bois, 

Et la gloire (Stcmelle 

Je crois ce que je vois 
Et que la vie cst belle, 

Je crois ce que je sens 
Et ]e mourrai content 


Je crois ce que je vois, 

Que tnon chenun est droit, 
Et que tna cause est bonne 
Et que j'ai pns la Croix, 
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THE SOLDIER’S CREED 


February, 1917 

I BELIEVE in my country, 

I believe in my clock-tower, 

I believe in this blade of grass growing on my 
dug-out, 

I believe in youth, I believe in beauty. 


The passing vdnd, I believe in it, 
And in the clouds in the sky, 

In the birds of the woods. 

And in eternal glory. 


I believe in what I see 
And that this life is good, 

I believe in what I feel 
And I shall die content. 

I believe in what I see 
And that my path is straight, 
And that my cause is good 
And that I took the Cross. 

77 



7*? Messinzs aiw Othes Poem» 

Je cTois en ma vie 
Et je ca-ois en ma mort, 

Et que, quand tout est dit, 

Dieu reste le plus fort 

Je crois ce que je vois 

Et ce que je ne vois pas 

Je crois en H \ ertu supreme du sacnAce, 

Je crois en ce bnn d’herbe qm povisse sur mon 
abn, 

Je crois en U fiert^, 

Je crois en la justice, 

Je crois en men elocher, 

Je crois en mon pass 
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I believe in my life, 

I believe in my death, 

And that, when all is said, 

God is the strongest. 

I believe what I see 
And what I cannot see — 

The supreme value of sacrifice, 

I believe in this blade of grass growing on my 
dug-out, 

I believe in noble pride, 

I believe in justice, 

I believe in my clock-tower, 

I believe in my country. 



LA PRISE DE BAGDAD 

Mars, 1917 

Amib, nsseyons nous sur les bords de TEuphrate 
Et d^crochons nos liarpes des vieux saules 
bibliques, 

L«*urs cordcs impatientes rfp^tent dans la brise 
L’dclio triompbateur des stances proph^tiques 
" Bagdad est pnse I Bagdad est pnse t ” 


EUe esfc tumble la Babjlone allemande. 

La succursale dorte des Kaiser de Berlin, 

La croix de nos drapeaux se d^ploie dans la 
bnse, 

Nos glaives ont dcorn^ le dux croissant payen 
“ Bagdad est pnse I Bagdad est pnse I ” 

O vous qui languissez & imlle Ueues d’lci, 
Bnsonniers, d6port6s d« geSles sUemandes, 
Dqvinez vDiis aos coeurs, entendez-vous nos cns 
Poi»^s sax Taile Tictoneuse de la bnse 
Jusqa’aux dermers villages de vos plames 
fl^lnanctes ? 

“ Bagdad est pnse 1 Bagdad est pnse 1 ” 

BO 



BY THE WATERS OF BABYLON 


March, 1917 

On the Euphrates banks let us sit, my friends. 
And take our harps from off the Biblic trees, 
Their eager strings sing in the breeze again 
The echo of triumphant prophecy ; 

“ Bagdad is ta’en ! . . . Bagdad is ta’en ! . . .” 


The German Babylon has fallen, 

The Eastern offspring of Berlin, 

The cross on our flag is fluttering again, 

Our swords the pagan crescent have shorn : 

“ Bagdad is ta’en ! . . . Bagdad is ta’en ! . . .” 


O you who languish a thousand miles away, 
Prisoners and slaves in German gaols. 

Can you not feel our hearts, can you not hear 
our cries 

Borne on Victory’s wings again 
To the last village in the Flemish land ? 

“ Bagdad is ta’en ! . . . Bagdad is ta’en ! . . .” 


81 


F 



82 llEssiNTSa AM) Otker Poesis 

Nous chantons aujourd’hui ou Israti pleum, 
Nous chanterons demain oil vous vous d&olez, 

Si la lune a deux dents pour d6clurcr sa proie 
La croix a deux bras pour frappct x os geOlicrs 
Sur la Sprie, sur I’Euphrate, soufile la m&ine 
bnse, 

Ecoutez done “ Bagdad est prise ! ” 
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We sing to-day "where Israel once wept, 

We’ll sing to-morrow where you weep to-day, 

If the moon has two horns her prey to rend 
The Cross has two arms your gaolers to smite. 
Over Berlin and Babylon the same breeze blows 
again, 

Hearken then : “ Bagdad is ta’en ! . . .” 



LES REXONCULES 

1/ai, 1917 


Jt a p!u du M>leil sur les prfc>, 

Des gouttcs (I’or scmtillent au bout dc cliaquc 
hrm d’hcrbc, 

11 a neige de la lumt^re et de 

Sur Ics boucliers bnms de notrc hiver ncerbe 

Jamais la nature n’a paru si cliarmantc 
Que depms que nos regards ont da s’en d^toumer» 
Jamais Tombre n’a couli si fnScbe sur les sentes» 
Jamais il n’a plu tant de soldi Sur les pr& 

Jamais nos \euT, ouverts par Tiprcuie, 

N’ont niicux compns tout ee qu’ils ont perdu 
Les sources vives ou Ton nbrcu\ e 
A longs traits sa soil de bonheur ing^nu 

D a plu du soled sur les prfe, 

n en a plu ici, il en a plu li bas 

Ce sonl les mtoes fieurs au dela du ditroit, 

I«s mSmes cKants d’oiseau, les m ernes parfums 
d'itL 



BUTTERCUPS 


May, 1917 

It has rained sun upon the fields, 

Golden drops glitter on every blade of grass, 

It has snowed flakes of summer and light 
Upon our bitter winter’s barren shields. 

Never has nature seemed so fair 
As since our eyes must turn away from her, 
Never did shadows fall so cool upon the paths. 
Ne’er has it rained so much sun on the fields. 

Never have our eyes, opened by trial, 
Understood so well all they have lost : 

The living fountains where we once might drink 
Long draughts to quench our thirst for simple 

joy- 

It has rained sun upon the fields. 

It has rained here, it has rained over there. 
Beyond the Channel, the same flowers are found. 
The same birds’ songs, the same summer 
scents. 
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On duiut ijue la Terre sent qu'on se bat pour elle, 
Qu’cllc devme nos faiblcsscs et qu’elle se met cn 
frais, 

Et qu’ellc t^^che dc sc faire encore plus belle 
Pour flatter notre z61c et meurtnr no;, regrets 

On dirait qu'clle nous dit de faire comme ces 
fleurs 

Qui se toument sans ecsse du cCtd du soled, 

Et dont le seul bonheur, 

A>ant d’etre faueh6es est d’a\ oir vu le cicl 



Messines and Other Poems 87 

Tlie Earth seems to know we are fighting for her, 
She feels our weakness and so takes pains 
To make herself still more fair 
To stir our zeal and sharpen our regrets. 

She seems to tell us to do as these flowers 
"WTiich ceaselessly turn towards the sun, 

And whose only joy 

Before they are mown do^vn, is to have seen 
the sky. 



LE CHANT DES MERLES 

Mat, 1917 


SiTFixz, les merles, cliantez bien haul 
Vos mds, ^ os oeufs ct \ os amours, 

Le fermicr aiguise sa faux, 

C’est la Bn d’un beau jour 


Sifllez en diceur, a pleme voix, 

Dans les haies sombres, sous le cicl pale, 
Chantez le prmtemps et la joie 
De \oir pomter les premifires ^toiles 


Chantez, chantez & cceur perdu 
La ros^e des pratnes, le parfum des Idas, 
Et Tombre discrete dcs soirs 6mus 
Ou nos 4mes se patient tout bas 



THE BLACICBIEDS’ SONG 

May, 1917 

Whistle, blackbirds, sing aloud 
Of your nests, your eggs and your love. 
The farmer is sharpening his scythe, 

’Tis the end of a lovely day. 


"Wliistle in chorus -with fuU throats. 

In the darkening hedges, beneath a pale sky. 
Sing of the springtime and the joy 
Of watching the first stars peeping out. 


Sing, sing loud with crazy heart 
Of the dew on the fields and the lilac-scent, 
And the quiet shadows of trembling night 
When our souls whisper together. 


Say, O say that life is fair 

And that death is fairer still, - 

That the hand which strikes' us is not cruel. 

And that we must bless our lot. 
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Sifilez plus Iiaut, les merles, sifllez cn choeur 
A la pointe des branches, sur le faUe des toils, 
Chanlcz pour que nous n’cntendions paS 
g4m.vr cos c.ccuts» 

Cnez I’cspoir de voa inclines 

Et la fohe de vos amours 

Pour que nous puissions, un instant, oublicr 

L’orage avide tt les cicux sourds 

Chantez pour que nous baisstons la tfite, 

Chantez pour que nous joignions les mams, 
Chantez ponr que nous ne pnions pas cn vam 
Que Votre volontfi soil faite " 

Clvantez pour que nous reprenions 
Notre route intcrrompue. 

Pour que la sucur perle sur notre front 
Et que nos peines ne soient point perducs 

SiTQcz pour que nous mardliions courb^ en deux 
Sous notre cher fardeau, 

Et quo nous sentions peser, coinme la mam de 
Djcu, 

Notre sac pur notre dos 
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l^Tiistle louder, blackbirds, louder still 
On tlie tree-tops and gable-points. 

Sing aloud that we may not hear 
Our hearts’ wailing and groans. 

Cry out the hope of your nesting 
And the madness of your love 
That we may, for a time, forget 
The hrmgry storm and leaden sky. 

Sing that we may bow our heads, 

Sing that we may fold our hands. 

Sing that we pray not all in vain : 

” Thy will be done.” 

Sing that we follow once again 
Our life’s broken path. 

That the sweat pearl upon our brows 
And that our labour be not lost. 

Whistle that we may march bent down 
’Neath om’ beloved load. 

And that we feel the weight as of God’s hand 
Of our burden on our backs. 



MESSINES 

Juin, 1917 

tonnerre des canons a gtond^ sur Slessmes, 
la plaine a trembU, le ciel s’est obscxirci, 

Vmgt volcans ont ]a;IIi des flancs dc la colline, 
Et !e sol s'est ouvcrt sous les pieds de I’ermemi 

L^Angleteixe a reconnu sa grande s oix tragique, 
la France attentive a devxni le signal, 

Et il n’est pas un com des Provmces Belgiqucs 
Ou le vent n’ait porti son 6cbo triomphal 

Et la terre martyre, la terre de Messmes, 

S’est soudam i^veiUfe pour rdpondre ii I’appel , 
EQe a pimblemcnt soulev6 sa poitnne, 

Et toura6 scs grands yeux \ers le ciel 

“ Vencz,” a t elle cn6, \enez, vaillants Anglaw, 
Creusez de vos obus mes prames d&olies, 

Voili prfes de trois ans que je vous attendais 

“ Venez, Austrabens, venez, nobles Persies, 
Venez meuttrir mes bras, venez bnser roes 
chalnes, 

Et cueilbr le baiser d’Andromide dflivrie 



MESSINES 


June, 1917 

The thunder of the cannons has rumbled o’er 
Messines, 

The plain has trembled, the sky groAvn dark, 
Twenty volcanoes sprang out from the hiU, 

And the earth opened beneath the foe. 

England has recognized her own great tragic voice. 
Expectant France has heard the signal loud, 

And there is no corner of Belgian soil 
Wliere the wind bore not its echo triumphing. 

And the martyred earth, the earth of Messines, 
Suddenly awoke to answer the call ; 

Painfully she raised her mighty breast 
And turned her patient eyes towards the sky. 

“ Come,” she cried, “ come brave Englishman, 
Plough my sad fields with your shells. 

Three years I have awaited you. 

“ Come, Australians, noble Perseus, come. 

Come crush my arms but break my chains, 
Receive delivered Andromeda’s grateful kiss. 
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“ Voili prfe de trojs ans que je couve ma hatne» 

Trois ans que nion corpi saigin* sous les gritfes 
de I’eimemi, 

Trois ans qu’il ni’a li^T^e aux bfites dans rar^n® I 

“Trois ans qu’il m’abreuse d’mjures et de 
m^pm, 

Trois ans qu’il me crache ses mensongcs au 
visage, 

Trois ans que je n’ai ni dout6, m gfeii. 

“Frappez moi done, soldats, e’est le jour du 
carnage, 

Vos coups me sonl plus doux que toutes les 
caresses, 

Et il n’est pas d’ amour plus pur que votre 
rage ! " 

Et la terre martjTe, la terre de 5Iessmes, 

Eclata d’un nre de sauvage alldgresse, 

Et, secouant ses membres ^tincelants de rumes, 

Cuida \ers la Victoire I’Angleterre vengcressel 
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“ For nigh three years have I nursed my hate, 

Three years have I bled in the enemy’s grip, 

TIrree years since I was thro^vn to the wild 
beasts. 

“ Three years have they fed me on insults and 
scorn, 

Tluee years they spit their lies into my face. 

Three years I neither doubted, quailed nor 
groaned. . . . 

“ Strike, therefore, soldiers, ’tis the day of 
slaughter. 

Your blows are sweeter to me than a caress. 

And there is no love purer than your math ! ” 

And the martyred earth, the earth of Messines, 

Burst out in laughter of savage glee, 

And shaking her arms gleaming with ruins. 

Guided towards victory England’s revenge ! 



T^I^DITATION SUR LA NUIT DU 
TROIS AOUT 


4-1917 

— Que faites \ ous ossis, la ttte dans ■> otre man* 
lean ^ 

— Que falters vous accroupis, le menton dans 
la mam ? 

— Que fades* vous couches, les jeux levfc \crs Ic 
ciel 7 

— ??ous attendons tjue le soled se Ifeve sur Ics 
eaiw 

— Et qu'a In vedle succide le lendemam 

— Nous attendons que Ics morts sc reveillent, 

Les soldats montent la garde autour du torobeau. 

Us ont rould la pierre, ils ont posi les sceaux 

Dans la nmt ^todde bnllent leurs liaionettes 

Et ds portent des casques ^ pointe but la t£te 

Ds parlent one languc que nous n’entendons 
pas, 

Une longue precise et lourde comme leurs pas 

Meme au send du tombeau, ds ne baissent pas la 
Tout 

Et ds tr6bnchent en jurant sur )cs crojx 
eo 



j\IEDITATION ON THE NIGHT 
OF AUGUST THE THIRD 

1914-1917 

— ^What are you doing seated there, with your 
head wrapped in your cloak ? 

— ^IVhat are you doing crouched there, with your 
clxin upon your hand ? 

— lUiat are you doing lying there, with your 
eyes fixed on the sky ? 

— ^We are waiting for the sun to rise upon the 
waters, 

— And for the mom to follow on the night. 

— ^We are waiting for the dead to awake. , , . 

The soldiers are watching arotmd the tomb, 

They have rolled the stone, they have set the 
seals. 

In the starry night their bayonets gleam, 

They are wearing pointed helmets on their heads. 

They speak a speech we do not understand, 

A language harsh and heavy as their steps. 

By the very grave, they lower not their voices, 

And they stumble on the crosses and they 
curse. . . . 
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Quo jnsDque 1 1 }, moa paj’s i to, Passjon ? 

N as tu pas cu ton agome dans le Jardin ? 

N as tu pas du subir les caresses de Judas 
Eln cctte nuit d ao&t oil la trahison 
Te baisut la joue en te tordant la mam ? 

^ as tu pas du, comme Jesus feire ton thoix ? 


Que manque t il mon pays ton Cali’aire ’ 
N es tu pas tomb6 trois fois sous la croix — 
A LuJge a NamuT 6. Anvers ? 

T ont ils ^pargn6 leurs mjures leurs crachats 
Leurs raillenes et leurs coups ? 

N as tu pas saigmS sous la couronne d ^pmes ? 
N as tu paS senti s enfoncer les clous — 
Dmant Tennonde Andenne Tammes ? 

Im as tu pas demands A boire 
Et gout^ le fiel de 1 Sponge d^nsoire 
Tandis que tes bourreaux a tes pieds 
Se di putaicnt ta robe a coups de d^ ? 

N as tu pas eu faim et soif de Justice ? 

Vas tu pas mange le pam de la captivity 
A as tu pas bu jusqu i la be Ic calice 
De 1 c; davage et de 1 uuquiti ? 


Pourtant la terre n a pas cd4br6 ton deuil 
Les cieux ne se sont pas obsciireis 
Tu n as pas eu de mams aroies 
Pour te coucber dans ton eercued 
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What is lacking, O my Country, to thy Passion ? 
Hast thou not had thine agony in the Garden ? 
Didst thou not suffer the caress of Judas 
In tliat August night when treason 
Kissed thy cheek and ^ming thy hand ? 

Didst thou not, like Jesus, make thy choice ? 


Wliat is lacking, O my Country, to thy Calvary ? 
Didst thou not fall tirree times beneath the 
cross — 

At Liege, at Namur, and at Antwerp ? 

Wert thou spared their spitting and their insults, 
Their mockeries and their blows ? 

Didst thou not bleed beneath a cro^vn of thorns ? 
Didst thou not feel the nails pierce thy flesh — 
Dinant, Termonde, Andenne, Tammes ? 

Didst thou not ask to drink, and taste 
The gall on mocking sponge, 

While beneath thee, at thy feet, 

The soldiers east upon thy vesture lots ? 

Didst thou not for Justice thirst and hunger ? 
Didst thou not eat the captive’s bitter bread ? 
Didst thou not drink imto the very dregs 
The cruel cup of shame and slavery ? 


And yet the earth did not join in thy mourning. 
The heavens were not overcast and black, 

No loving hands were near to lay thee 
Tenderly in thy tomb. 
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Vbilinon trois jours mais trois ans que tu toinbas, 

Comme im fruit trop mfir, dans ton tombeau, 

Trois ans qu ih out roul^ la pierre et pos^ les 
sceaux 

Et les morts ne se r6\ eillent toujours pas 

— Que faites vous assis, la tete dans \ otre man 
teau ? 

— Que faites vous couehfe, les jeux lei^s \ers le 
del ? 

— Que faites \ ous accroupis, le menton dans la 
mam ? 

— Nous entendons les moissonneurs qui aiguisent 
leurs faux 

— ^Nous Kumons Its parfums des prairies mater 
netles 

— ^Nous regardons palir 1 ^toile du matm 
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And now, not three days but three years have 
passed 

Since thou fell’st, like o’erripe fruit, into thy 
grave, 

Since they rolled the stone and set the seals, 

And still the dead have not arisen again, . . . 

— What are you doing seated there, with your 
head ^vrapped in your cloak ? 

— ^IVhat are you doing lying there, with eyes 
fixed on the sky ? 

'i’idiat are you doing crouched there, with your 
chin upon yotu’ hand ? 

— ^We are listening to the reapers sharpening 
their scythes. 

— Wc ai’e breathing in the perfume of our 
coimtry’s fields. 

—We are watching the paling of the morning 
star. 



QU\1RC POtMES POIJK LE'^ 
ENTAATS 

PAQUES 

Petits oiscaux qm chimtez li 
— Le pmson demantle Qu est ce que c est ’ — 

Avez >ous vE le Kdi des Jims ? 

—La fauvette cne ’Mon md cst pret I — 

\ oili tro s ]outs qu D est parti 
— merle r^pond C est inoi • — 

Ct je ne sa s oti ils L ont nus 
— la mdsange Tra la la ! 

Je vous en pne petits oiseaux 
— Le merle rdpond C est moi ’ — 

0«\Tez VOS ailes volez li haut 
— ^Et la tndsange Tra la la I — 

Et dites moi si \ ous voyez 

— >Le pmson demnnde Qu est-cc que c est ? — 

Mon J&us qm s en est slid 

— La fauvette cne Jfon nid est pret 1 

Petits otseaux, je vous en pne 

— Le pmson deinande Qm vient 1^ ’ — 

Ouvrea ^^^s ailes et d tes moi 

— Le merle rdpond C est Im J — 

Quel est ect homme au bout de 1 allde 
—La fauv ett e cne Le ;ard«uer 1 — 

Q 1 s avance lentement sers tnoi ? 

— Lt la mdsongc Tra la la * 





POEMS EO^*' 

E^STEB. 


cbxedb®^ 


l,kas wb" °'^“^said t'w 

■Raveyo^®® ..TCBUed- 

_'Ib.e’blactcaP^ j? gnt 

Hk* iSd rfed : ;• ffi® '“<!■ 

_T:he ^heie tW „ 

ip«»d out total 

__U -What 2 „one a"'^ is ' 

MyJoSussvW^^yed: 

_Jlhe -t Vi cr o£ itv<^ ^ 

^tyoMt Ixe I "- 

sloxv^step *? 

“Traja a- 


NOEL 


J’ai couru les bois, j’ai coum les cli&mps, 

Je n’ai pas trom 6 la >I^re et TEnfant 

J'a\ maich€ loivgt«TDpS 

Par tous les deserts 

J'ai vogu6 longtemps 

Siir toutes les mers 

Je n’ai pas trouvd la ^ISre et I’Enfant 

J’ai cherib6 sous tous les chauraes, 

J’ai pn6 sur toutcs les lours, 

J’ai \ isittj tous les royaumes, 

J’ai sCrvi i toutes les cours, 

J’ai parcoutu I’Afnque et I’Onent, 

J’ai bruH I’Kiver et geU l’4te 
Et je n’ai pas trouvd. 

La Mfete et VEtifant 

Quand je suis res enu, bns6 de fatigue. 

Vers ma maison blanche plants sur la digue, 
Avec ses tuiles rouges et ses s olets verts 
Et ses pigeons bleus perches sur la gouttidre, 
Mon cceuf a frtmi, ines yeux out bxulfi 
Car 3’ai vu la Mfere 
Sous Ic coloinbier, 

JO» 





vhrougl^ 

\i„*cr »nd CMM. 

l='’''8''Vontvcfl'3sW‘'’"“’ 

X visited e^ J court, 

.en.vit.fa..- 
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Chantant ses pndres. 

A son nouveaU'n6, 

Cat }'ai vn la SISre, 
L’Enfant dons ses bras. 

Car j’ai w la 5Kre 
Qui m’attendait IJi 
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Singing her prayers 
To her newborn Son, 
For I saw the Slother, 
The Child in her arms, 
For I saw the Mother 
Awaiting me there. 



3tSVS MARCHE 


Jtsus marclie pat les cliamp^, 

— Moudics, botirdonncz ses louangcs ’ — 

La roam dans K mam de Jean 

— >*cst il pas NTai, moTi bon angc i ” 

Jesus marcbe par les pienes, 

— Sifbez sa gloire, serpents I — 
main sur V^paule de Piene 

— ‘ Om, c’est auisi, mon enfant *’ 

J^sus marclie par les bojs, 

— ^Ruisseaux, bniissez ses louangcs I — 

Sum dans Vorabte par Judas 
— “ N’cst'Jl pas \Tai, mon bon ange I ” 

Jdsus s’assied au pied d*un ch£ne 
~Chantez sa glotre pmsons 1 — 

Sur le manteau de JIadeleine, 

Ht ses disciples s’asseyent en rond 

“ Vene? a moi, le ceeur t ontent, 

Yenez a moi, le coeur en peine, 

Venez mouchcs, nusseaux, pmsons,, scrjumts 
— Oui c’cst ainsT, mon enfant ” 
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JESUS WALKS 


Jesus walks tlirough the fields, 

— Elies, buzz aloud His praise ! — 

Hand in hand with John. 

— “ Guardian Angel, is’t not true ? ” 

Jesus walks upon the stones, 

— ^Hiss out His glory, snakes ! — 

On Peter’s shoulder rests his hand. 

— “ Yes, it is true, my child.” 

Jesus walks in the woods. 

— ^Streamlets, ripple out His praise ! — 
Followed by Judas in the shade. . . . 

— “ Guardian Airgel, is’t not true ? ” 

Jesus sits beneath an oak, 

— ^Finches, His glory sing aloud ! — 

Upon the cloak of Magdalen, 

And His discqfies sit in a round : 

“ Come unto me with heart content, 
Come unto me with heart in pain, 

Come, flies, streamlets, finches, snakes . . 
— “ Yes, it is true, my child.” 
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PRIERE DU SOffi 


Bebe J6sus, notre Pfere, 

— Ne suis-je pas Ta fille ? — 

Prot^se raa petite m^re 
Et ma soeur aussi 

Donne lui dcs jeux licureux 
— Mon frfere, n*cs>t il pas Ton fils ’ — 
Doux J&us, qui es aux eieux, 

Et i ma sceur aussi 

Jdsus, mon Dieu, sois b&u, 

— ^Papa, n’pst il pas Ton fils ? — 
Ptotdge mon roi ct ma palrie, 

— ^Maman, n’est-elle pas Ta filJe ? 



EVENING PRAYER 

Baby Jesus, Our Father, 

— ^Am I not Your child ? — 

Guard and shield my little mother 
And my sister too. 

Give to her bright happy eyes 
— ^My brother, is he not Your son ? — 
Jesus dear, up in the sky, 

And to my sister too. 

Jesus, my God, be you blessed, 

— Father, is he not Your son ? — 
Protect my coimtry and my king, 

— ^Mother, is she not Your child ? 


Ill 



A CHRISTSIAS STORY 


’ I WAS about the only one left in the village with 
the sacristan, said an old woman somewhei’e in 
France, but we had arranged between us to hold 
a Chi’istmas service on Christmas night, just as 
if notliing had happened. The priest being away 
looldng after the wounded coidd not celebrate 
Mass as usual, but we managed to jftnd the 
painted statues of the Virgin and the Child, and 
St. Joseph, and airanged them in the only 
chapel left whole, on the right hand side of the 
choir. 

It was a stormy, cold night and I could see, 
through the torn roof, the clouds passing s%\Tftly 
before the moon. There was such a draught 
that the sacristan had twice to relight the 
candles, which I had brought along nith me. 
Tlie Boches had been there, so the great silver 
candlesticks had disappeared. Besides, my 
candles would have been too small for them. 
So the sacristan stuck them in two empty 
bottles — ^you always find plenty of empty bottles 
where the Boches have passed. Tlie poor fellow 
was coughing very badly. He had hunted 
everywhere for the three life-sized shepherds, 
113 H 
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with their long crooks and their brown capes, 
whom we had seen for so long kneeling before 
the Holy Family, hut they had gone, and 1 
beheve that he thought they had really gone 
away as he could find no trace of them ‘‘They 
ha\e gone to the vmr with the others There 
ate no shepherds left to keep the flock 1 ” 
“There was no flock to keep," said I, and, at 
the tune, I thought it was one of his jokes — ^for, 
hfce most sacristans, he enjoyed his hltle joke — 
but, as you will see, it was not 
He was also depressed because St Joseph had 
lost a leg m the battle and could only stand 
propped up against a chair The Holy Virgin 
did not fare better, and the arm with which 
she used to clasp her Child so tenderly was 
broken at the elbow The Child Jesus was 
miraculously preserved , even the two fingers 
raised to bless the worshippers had rtmained 
quite whole Only the glass eyes must have 
been shaken out of the sockets, for these were 
empty now, and I shivered when I saw the 
two small black holes in the smihng tender 
face But the sacristan was mote concerned 
with the Mother’s arm and St Joseph’s leg 
You could alwajs replace eyes, he said, but a 
leg and an arm have to be carved and pamted 
and it would cost a lot of money And where 
was the money to come from ? 

Still, we had set our hearts on this midnight 
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I -was stiU Wondering how the> could have 
come ■mto oui diurch (for the \jllage stxmds 
close to the firing hne and the nearest field- 
hospital IS two mile- distant) when, to my 
amazement, I saw them pass us, without a sign 
of recognition, and kneel before the Virgin 
exactly m tlie attitude of the lost statues of the 
Shepherds The man who liad lost his leg knelt 
before St Joseph, his left hand restmg on the 
ground, tlie one armed one bowed his head in 
a deep salutation, turned towards the Virgin, 
and the blind one kissed the Child's feet, staring 
at him as if he could meet lus c j es They had 
taken their caps off and I felt sure that I had 
seen their faces before The sacristan was 
trembling from head to foot , his mouth was 
working, and I thought he w as going to address 
them, when I heard the deep voice of the first 
wounded soldier speaking to St Joseph 

“I ha\e gicen >ou my leg, Joseph, so that 
you could lead the 'MothcT and the Child wherever 
jour Angel tells, you to go, to Egjpt, to France, 
to EngUnd, or anj^where jou please I haie 
given jou my good strong leg, the leg of a 
young man, so that you could nm errands for 
the lilother, fetch wood and water for her and 
preside for all her needs I used to be proud 
of It, good Joseph, when I danced with my 
bride at tlie fmr, or when I ran through the 
mountain jumping over brooks and crags I 
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shall be prouder wlien it is youi-s and when I 
think that, serving you, it sen>’es also the Virgin 
and the Child.” 

Tiien the second one spoke to Our Lady, and 
his voice was so choked vdth awe that I had to 
put my hand to my ear to understand what he 
said — for you must know that I have grown a 
little deaf lately ; 

“ I have given you my arm. Blessed Slary, 
so that you could clasp your Child against your 
breast. I have given you my good strong arm 
so that you could gather, under your wide blue 
mantle, all the poor people who w'ander forlorn 
in this world, those who hunger for bread, those 
%Yho hunger for Charity, and those who hunger 
for Lustice, It is but the coarse arm of a work- 
man, but it used to serve me well. It will 
become, if you deign to take it, the arm which 
shelters and comforts the poor. The hand is 
but a rough, hard, bony hand, but it will become, 
at the end of your arm, the sweet tender hand 
which gathers the white lilies of chastity beside 
the stream of love.” 

Then the third one spoke in a clear, pure voice, 
the voice of a boy who might have sung in our 
church choir before the war broke out : 

“ I have given you my eyes, Jesus, so that 
you could see again with your baby’s eyes the 
world as you have made it. ‘ (For it needs human 
eyes to look at human things and the eyes of 
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God ate too bright for us ) Tliey were good, 
been ejc>, they saved my life in mist and 
night, but I do not regret them They will save 
now the souls of manj They used to dwell with 
pleasure on fields and skies and cottages and on 
the faces of the dear ones who are waiting for 
me at home They will see them no longer, 
but they wdl sec >ou now, Jesu, my lard, better, 
fat better than before 1 haae given jou my 
eyes so that jou could read in my heart and in 
the heart of my enemies, so that jou could 
judge between us md bless the arms of those 
who arc fighting for j ou ” 

As soon as the bo> had stopped, the tlirce got 
up with one accord, and they went away, just 
as they had come, the one-legged roan leaning 
on the two others, without a look towards us, 
until the door closed behind them and we heard 
the faint noise of their steps dymg away m the 
village street 

The sacristan kept starmg towards the door, 
his mouth wide open, his e^es standing out of 
lus head I do not know why, I turned again 
towards the Holy Tamilj Of course, you will 
not believe me, because Christmas is over, but, 
if jiou remember this story on Christmas Eve 
nevt year, you will understand that I took it 
as the most natural thing which could happen 
in this pldce, at this time If there had been 
any clock left, it would have struck midnight 
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BY THE SAME AUTHOR 


BELGIAN POEMS: 

CHAl^TS PATRIOTIQUES ET AUTRE POiSIES. By 
Emile Cammai3TS. With English Translations by Ttta 
Brake ‘Cammaebts, and a Portrait in Photogravure by 
Verkok Hill» 

3rd edition Crown 8vo. 4s, 6d, net. 

The, Morning Post : “ Myrrh, Gold, Frakkikcekse. 

The proceeds of the first edition aro to go to the Belgian 
Soldiers* Fund for the purchase of tobacco. . . . 

In his poems of peace-time — poems that aro birthday songs 
for Christ, poems of married lovers, mystic poems — Cam- 
maorts has proved himself one of tho strongest and sweetest 
of Belgian singers and makera, a master of the aitrea medio- 
critas, oven in moments of the utmost freedom from the 
I fetters curiously wrought in antique gold, of Latin rhyme and 
I rhj’thm. In his ‘Noels* tenderness and reverence are 
mingled in truly medimval fashion; tho child-Christ is to 
him truly a new-born Child, and as tndy tho crowned Ancient 
of Bays. . . . 

**JIis love poems aro songs of peace, and a deep richly 
rewarded surrender; like M. Verhaeren, perhaps a more 
tempestuous soul, he has foiind in ‘ marriage, warm and 
kind,’ more than all tho wanderers have foimd in strange 
adventures with stranger souls. Tliat is to say, he is one 
of those wise and happy men who wish not to taste life but 
to live it. . . . Love lives in these poems — does not hang 
irresolute between having-loved and about-to-love. . . 

“ A sterner and more troubled note is struck in tho poems of 
war-time; the stormy music of the drum throbs under all 
tho silvery harmonies, . . . And here, tho greatest of all 
Belgian War-poems, so like and yet so utterly unidto a song 
of hate, is his Now Year’s Wishes to tho German Army. . . . 
"Buy, oh buy, that the pipes of the Belgian soldiers may 
send up blue wreaths of sacramental smoke— -and that you, 
too, may profit, in a subtler way, by the rare perfume of the 
Muse’s fiaraing heart, burning on many small altars I All 
the offerings of faith aro in tliis little book." 


JOHN LANE, The Bodley Head, Vioo Street, W. 
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BY THE SAME AUTHOR 


NEW BELGIAN 
POEMS : 

LES TROIS ROIS ET AUTRES POEBIES. With English 
tTranslation by Tita Brakd-Cammaeets, and a Portrait of 
tho Author by H. Riviere. Exhibited in Royal Academy, 
1916 (Uniforra with Belgian Poems 

Crown 8vo. 3s, 6d, net, 

PRESS OPINIONS 

Athenceum : *^0t Belgium herself and the sufferings of her 
people we can loam much from M. Cammaerts,” 

Times: ‘M. Cammaorts is the poet of domestic joys and 
sorrows, of tender details; and it is through details that ho 
makes his best poetry. Peace and comfort are in every 
line." - 

Morning Post: ** Lot us say at once that these poems aro living 
proofs that tho goaim of Chmmaarts has ripened during a 
second year of exile. ... Ho keeps his simphoity and 
serenity." 

Land and Water : “ There is deep pathos behind these lucid 
verses, which add greatly to their strength. There arc some 
which one can hardly read without tears coming to tho 
eyes.” 

Daihj Express: ‘‘Charaotoriatio serene simplicity and joy of 
simple things." 

Daily Ckronich : " M, Emile Cammaorts is another favourite 
singer of Elandors, and tho splendid vigour of his war potjms 
has made him immensely popular in this country. His gift 
is less subtle but more immediately rccognixable He spealcs 
straight from tho heart, and his poetry reflects tho life of his 
people " 


JOHN LAKE, The Bodley Head, Vigo Street, W. 
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NEW BELGIAN 
POEMS • 

LES TB013 ROIS ET AUTBE3 tOElIES. W»th Znglwh 
TnosUt on ty Trr a "BbAJid C*mm.aebt 9 wi4 k P ortiA t 
tha Author by H O BrWESi. Eihib ted m Royal Academy 
1916 ^Omfonn witi ** Belgian Poemi ) 

Otiwn Sto 3s fid net 

FFESS OWA/f?A ? 

li- Canunaerti baa eollcct<^ nnder the t tie of 
H w Belgian Boains & a tetw* -wnUta by ban from Eseter 
1915 to Laater 1916 They need no eommendstiDn to oor 
loaderSt fl’ho have had many oeeasiODs of lecognirmg in these 
columns his meonteatahla idoun to be regarded aa a true 
interpreter of the nnwaiquerabte soul of Bcl'oum ” 

PaO JJoB fJturtle li Cammaerts la ooo of the tevi literary 
gemiisea prodaeed, or at any rate diacoyered and lifted into 
fame by the 'war He is the poet o vo c* of Belpnm In her 
unmerited woe and agonv" 

JloMctialtr Jftthy Ttme* if ftwnmaert* has aesnredly 
given to the moilA what trill ressuua among the tlassio songs 
of exile lulignaton. seorn, pnde and fervent patnoUsm 
ate the wh te-hot passiOM vrh.ch inspire his pen when he 
urtftes ot hm bleeding coonVry and her mvadeta" 

Oatlnol IL Camiaaerts new volume ef poenu is ocrtaia ot 
finding ts way into many synspathetio hands. 
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BY THE SAME AUTHOR 


THROUGH THE 
IRON BARS 

By Esrriit: Camsiakets. Illustrated by Locus Raemaekers* 
Demy 8%^o. Cd. net^ 

PB€SS OPINIONS 

Bvcrijman : “ With rare sympathy ho gives us a glimpse, all 
too short, of Belgium through tho iron bars of her prison- 
house. Where her people have maintained their stern moral 
rasiatanoc rrith none of tho excitement of tho battlefield to 
spur thorn on, deprived of that freedom so dear to the Belgian 
nation, trith no nows, or, worse still, false nows, to sap their 
courage, and in spite of all tho disheartening weariness of 
hope deferred. . . . 5f. Cammaerts’ words arc rendered still 
more graphic by tho cartoons by Louis Raoraaekers, with 
which tho book is illustrated.” 

Torhlttre Observer: is a scathing condemnation of 

tbo duplicity as well as tho frightfulness of tho conduct of 
the Germans. Tho wbolo story is reasoned out with caustic 
calmness and in language which at times thrills ono with its 
clear indictment of the barbarians who have reinstated white 
slavery.” 

The Literary iror/d ; Tho pathetic and terrible tragedy of 
life in Belgium sinco tho German occupation is hero sot forth, 
in words that aro all tho morelforciblo because of their simple 
directness.” 

Age: ” Perhaps tho best value in war books that has yet 
been published.” 


JOHN LANE, The Bodlet Head, Viao Street, W. 


nnCEiJT VEItSE 


CHRIST IN HADES 

By Sitntrt Ftmjjtrs With *n latrodloctioa by G Lnns 
Hm> li hatrawd by SrcriA hiyoDiLX. Df-roy 8yo 
3» fid nc^ (Umionn irith Tbe Drwm of Cetorlros”) 
IhiJy AVk* "Mr leww Hrad b»« *nlten a fucinaim;; and 
•mning chapter of memonea of the literary moetlea 

CSACKLES AND LAYS 

UHYilES OF A KFXtVTFE By JIasoiact LAvnrrroy 
tVith nnmerons inastratiom by IfetEsr UiijrniieT Croira 
e»o 59. 64 net 

If Ann and Jana Taylor had bred to tbo twenlielh centory 
and tahc 9 > to keepbij poultry for profit in rrar titoe they 
■aonld probably have had a Undable deal re to Incolcate th* 
principle* and practice of hm Xccping among the yonng 
Itnt Qidesf they bad developed an snerpected Kn.e of htunonr 
they voaldnt hare prodneed anything bke * CacUea and 
Ijiy* ” for whdt aoma of Jfarjpuet JjinBfrtow a rhyroo ai* 
practical and apnghtlj other* are jnrt delightfully Vrbunstcal 
and hnmorona. 

POEMS OF R'EST AND E\ST 

fey V Sacrviiie Wkt (the Ifoo Jfra Ifamld hficcUon} 
Crown 8vw 5i. 84 net 

J/ontfag Fait “Tbeea poema rerm] a peraonality both 
eharsung and coniageona They have all been bv^ — not 
taetely written “ 

THE lUH’ME GARDEN 

Pj MutOTrmjTB BriJ-WAujin With Ketnrea to Black 
and tVTuto and Colonr by lha Author Gnira 4to 3a fid 
net. 

An rmecrovenlional boot tor children w that U w iUortrated 
to what aeeiDa at first light a conventional childish manner 
but behind the apparent crudity there fa art and oolonr 
of the kind that wdl appeal to all chUriren and all gKnrrt-np* 
who love children. 

HAY HARVEST and Other Poems 

By Leer Bcxiow (hrown 8vo 3t 6d net 
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RECENT VERSE 


T]aE DAY and Other Poems 
By Henry Chaitixe. With an Intioduction by Sm Herbert 
Warren, K.C V.O., I),C L Fcap. 8vo. Cloth (with a Por- 
trait), 2s. 6d. not. 

Homy Chappoll has long been widely known as the railway- 
porter poet of Bath, and many of his poems have been 
published in the press, and not a few sot to music. His 
famous poem, “ Tho Bay,’* was printed in practically every 
newspaper in America* The present volume, however, 
constitutes the first publication of his work in a collected 
form. 

OUR GIRLS IN WAR TIME 

By Joyce Bennys. With Topical Versos by Hamtden 
Gordon. Crown 4to. 3s. Gd. net. Second edition This is 
a companion volume to ** Our Hospital A B C.*’ 

Morning Pod : “ Once again these clover collaborators play 
up to tho cheery souls on tho Western Front, and their now 
consignment of tho munitions of merriment will be oven more 
sought after than the first volume. This Christmas the Bennys 
Girl will become as well established as tho Gibson Girl.” 

ODES TO TRIFLES, and Otiier War Rhymes 
Poems by R. M. Eassie (Sergt. 6th Canadian Infantry). 
Crown 8vo. 3s. Cd. net. 

The Tme$ : ** Humorous verse, by a member of the Canadian 
Expeditionary Force, in which every stanza gets well home ; 
written with a refreshing air of conviction and a real wit which 
scintillates tho more sharply because not a word of it could 
be spared.” 

FLOWER -NAME FANCIES 

Besigned and Written by Grry Pierre FADcoNNirr English 
Rhymes by Hampden Gordon. Crown 4to. 23 . 6d. net 
A charming scries of drawings iilustrating in a delightfully 
quaint and delicate manner the popular nicknames of many 
flowers, both in French and English. 

Each drawing is accompanied by an explanation as quaint 
as itself, in French and English, the latter in rhyme by 
Hampden Gordon. 


J0HN;IA2^, The Bodley Head, Vigo Street, W. 
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A HIGITLAND REGIMENT and Other Poems 
By tbu lat« Lfeut E. A SticsmosH, MO ediue® 
Cromi gvo Z» Od. cet 

VvOy Orsfliic This U one o( tbe mott Double poette bureelt «( U>« 

THE LAMP OK POOR SOULS and Other 
Poems 

SIahjoius U C picmiiu, Aothor of Thu Drift of 
YiaiOM, eU- Crown 8to 6s. net 

finuif “Dficrniln* rr!t!c» luec bog sppreristed the r»t* UiutrsI 
qtnJitf ol K « ritlitliilt * Tctte 

SrVRS AND PISHES 

■poena by Ceoeo* Po'tbkvob, Crown Sto ti. Od. net 

7tiiuw Tcndei^-grsMjol— drilglitful 

RETROGRLSSION and Other Poems 

By 8ir 'Wuxtii! \7gTS0S Crown 8yo Sn 6i 
DiS]i ft tvi retnm^tan wlU rerlxt « tplendlJ ttpuuHon 

AN EVENING IN MY LIBRARY AMONG 
THE ENGLISH POETS 

By the Son Stephzs Coltoimil Crown 8vo Ss 6<1 net 


IN GREEK SEASt and Other Poems of Trarel 

IByOswujjII HiiiDT 'Vnib two Dlostrstiniui Crown hro 
34 6*1 net Mr 0 H Birdv whoee nsue u wdl known m 
legsl circle* a the nntbor of l>tter Days nod In 

Giceee and Egypt 

POEMS OB CAPTAIN BRIAN BROOKE 

IVith k Forawoid by M P Wnicocwa, snd oino lUiutTk* 
boos Crown Bto 3s Gd net Second edition 
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